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Summary: Temporarily on hold will update eventually 


1 . Prologue 

The Blue Shift Transcriptions 

><br> The adventures of mild mannered security guard, Barney Calhoun. 
><br>PROLOGUE : 

><br>LOCATION : Happy Valley Mall, Roswell, New Mexico 

><br>TIMESCALE : October 2nd 1998, 1120 hours EVENT TIME MINUS TWO 

MONTHS TWO HOURS 

><br>The clinically clean Happy Valley mall was packed to the walls 
with early Christmas shoppers. The GAME stores were especially busy 
as parents queued to preorder the latest "in" game "Half-Life" a 
strange tale of a scientist battling aliens. It was Barney Calhoun's 
kind of thing, but he wasn't braving the queues. He was sat in an 
uncomfortable metal chair eating a Burger King meal and reading a 
book. He hated his security job. It was long and uninteresting. He 
wished he had taken the Journalism Course when he was at University, 
but it was too late now. He looked up from his book, in time to see a 
young kid run out of the store with a freshly wrapped box. He dropped 
the novel and leapt after him. 

><br>"Hey, kid, stop!" 

><br>He pulled out his Colt handgun and levelled it at the child. 

What he hadn't realised was he had left the safety off. As he pulled 
up the gun to his sight it went off, the bullet smacking the child in 
the back. There was a scream, and people dropped to the floor. 
Barney's eyes widened with horror. He let go of the gun and ran over 
to the child. The bullet had gone through his heart, and Barney 
cradled the child in his arms. 


><br> 


><br>Barney sat in the damp Roswell jail cell. He'd almost killed a 



kid, probably paralysed him for life. He held his head in his hands a 
cried, deep throbbing sobs. His attention was diverted by a knocking 
on the cell. 

><br>"Mr Calhoun I presume?" 

><br>Barney looked up, his eyes making contact with a tall silhouette 
standing behind the bars 
><br>"Who are you?" 

><br>" I ' m . you ' re saving grace" 

><br>Barney turned away 

><br>"Whatever dude, I gave up God long ago" 

><br>The voice seemed to become more intent 
><br>"No Mr Calhoun, I intend to offer you a job" 

><br>Barney sat up suddenly 

><br>"A job, but I killed a kid" "You're sharp reflexes are in use 
where I work, and your salary is. decent. Your past is of no concern 
there. My company is prepared to.. bail you out if you decide to work. 
Otherwise, well, you can rot in a jail for about . ooo .. one hundred and 
ninety years" 

><br>Barney smiled, and walked over to the bars. 

><br>"Tell me more.." 


2. Chapter One: Good Morning 

Chapter One: Good Morning, And Welcome To The Black Mesa Transit 
System 

><br>LOCATION : Surface Dormitories, Black Mesa Research Facilities 

><br>TIMESCALE : December 2nd 1998, 0835 hours EVENT TIME MINUS EORTY 

EIVE MINUTES 

><br>Security Officer Barney Calhoun sipped from his piping hot cup 
of tea as his tram slid away from the surface platform. He chuckled 
to himself as he saw another officer, Eric Bilton, running 
desperately toward the platform, his vest and tie half on. The tram 
began to descend into the depths of the Black Mesa Research Eacility. 
Barney took a bite of his toast as the Black Mesa Transit System 
Voicebox kicked in. He ignored the announcements, they never 
concerned security guards, and set himself down on one of the empty 
seats . 

><br>The tram passed the lower level food facilities, the smell of 
hot pizza and egg whispering into Barney's hungry nostrils. However, 
the next smell that floated into his noise was washing powder, as he 
passed the laundry facilities. Life was good for the young guard, who 
had turned himself around in the two months since the unfortunate 
incident in the Happy Valley Mall. He undid his tie, the heat of the 
upper levels getting to him. The tram then reached the Sector C 
intersection. Security Officer Otis Calhoun walked up to the door. He 
was Barney's fat cousin. 

><br>"Hey there Barney" 

><br>Barney nodded, gazing at the fat man's donut stained vest 

><br>"Have a good day man" said Otis, punching the descend key. The 
tram descended to the tracks below and continued on its way to the 
Blue Shift security station. Barney liked the hours, 0830 hours to 
1200 hours, and 1600 hours to 1900 hours. It was easy, and the pay 
wasn't bad. The tram passed the Sector B dormitories, and Barney 
glanced a bearded scientist racing to the platform. 

><br>"Another latecomer" he joked to himself. 

><br>The train pulled up at the small door that led to the Area Nine 
Security Offices. Barney stood up, swallowed his toast and readied 



himself for the day ahead. 


3. Chapter Two: Insecurity 
Chapter Two: Insecurity 

><br>LOCATION : Area Nine Security Facilities, Black Mesa Research 
Facilities 

><br>TIMESCALE : December 2nd 1998. 0847am EVENT TIME MINUS THIRTY 
THREE MINUTES 

><br>The tram doors slid open and Barney stepped onto the cool 
platform. He walked up to the entry door, as the tram automatically 
pulled away. Barney held his security badge up to the scanner, but it 
let off a nasty noise, the door staying shut. He tried it again to no 
avail. He banged on the door just as the tram carrying the bearded 
scientist passed him. A muffled voice came through the door. 

><br>"Hold on a minute, the doors not accepting your pass I.D. , let 
me try this" 

><br>Barney heard the computerised sound of keys being pressed and 
the door slid open. A tired looking security officer greeted him and 
walked to let him into the offices. 

><br>"Sorry about that Calhoun, we've been having problems with the 
system all morning, it's a wonder the whole thing hasn't gone down" 

><br>Barney smiled and walked through the doors to the security area. 
He headed down the mass of corridors, exchanging smiles with other 
security officers. Einally he reached open reception area. He walked 
up to the desk to talk to chief security officer Barney Travers. 
Travers was fixed on his computer but spoke in a somewhat sarcastic 
monotone . 

><br>"Nice of you to show up Calhoun, why don't you go get suited up 
and armed and I'm sure I can find a job for you" 

><br>Calhoun walked past Travers desk and into the locker rooms. 
Another officer was there, tying his shoelaces, smoking. Barney 
exchanged a glance and then went to his locker. He pulled his heavy 
security vest on and put on his ridiculous helmet. In his locker was 
radio, which he clipped to the vest, and his collection of books 
based on conspiracy theories. He gazed at the picture of his ex 
girlfriend, and then slammed the locker shut. 

><br>Barney then walked down to the shooting range. The weapon 
receiving area was akin to that of a bank, with a bullet-proof glass 
visor protecting a guard. In the weapon offices were racks of 
shotguns and handguns. Barney tapped on the glass to draw the 
attention of the guard behind the glass, who was absorbed in the 
latest issue of PCGAMER magazine. The guard looked up, and reached 
under the desk, handing Barney his standard issue 9mm Handgun. 

><br>"There you go Calhoun, I know you're not booked for another week 
but if you fancy a go on the shooting range there's a couple of 
booths open" 

><br>Barney nodded and he walked into the range. One other guard was 
practising, missing every shot. Barney walked into the opposite 
booth, raised his weapon and rapidly emptied the clip. He pressed the 
button to bring him the target. All of the seventeen bullet had hit 
the subject in the head and neck. 

><br>"Job done" said Barney, who walked out and back into the 
reception area. He was just about to head for the recreation room 
when Travers called out. 

><br>"Hey Calhoun, why don't you make yourself useful and go and help 



some scientists trapped in an elevator in Sector G?" "Okay sir" said 
Barney . 

><br>Barney headed to the platform that would take him the short 
distance to the Sector G elevator. But there was nothing there, 
except a lone scientist reading a newspaper. The scientist looked up 
and said. 

><br>"If you're waiting for a tram you might as well not bother, I 
hear there are problems all along the line" He returned to his paper. 

><br>Barney knew another route, however. He climbed down a ladder 
underneath the platform and through a maintenance area. The corridor 
was darkened, but he pulled a lever on the wall and slowly but 
surely, the light lit up one by one. He followed the corridor until 
he reached a canal crossing. The bridge was up. Barney punched the 
button but there was no response. A tram passed along the line. 

Barney only saw the passenger for a split second, and he was sure it 
was the guy who had offered him the security job back in October. The 
bridge then lowered down and Barney crossed it. 

><br>He arrived in the sector G hub to meet the two scientists. They 
looked tired and angry. One spoke up. 

><br>"Well it's about time, we don't pay you people to mosey around 
at your convenience, now get this thing working so we can carry on 
with this miserable day" 

><br>Barney nodded, he was used to the almost second-class treatment 
the scientists gave to the guards. He looked at the panel, which 
seemed all right. He smacked it hard and before he could do anything, 
the lift reactivated and the doors sealed. 

><br>"Oh, guess I'll be riding with you guys then" he said 
><br>The lift began its slow descent down to the Sector G freight 
area. The light's flickered and Barney stood silently as the 
scientists talked amongst themselves. Then the next second, the 
lights went out and the lift stopped with a jolt. The scientist who 
had spoken to Barney sighed. 

><br>"Oh, I expect it's those Anomalous Materials people again, 
always pushing their equipment too hard, I doubt if there's one good 
brain among them" 

><br>Barney glanced at his watch, which read "9:20 a.m." He talked 
into his radio. 

><br>"This is Calhoun, the powers just gone in Sector G, anyone know 
what's going on up there?" 

><br>He got no response, but the lift began to move again. It 
descended a few feet into an area overlooking a rail intersection, 
and then the power went completely. One of the scientists screamed, 
causing Barney to look left. A horrific creature was stood on the 
floor to their left, chasing a terrified scientist. As Barney was 
about to reach for his handgun the panel on the elevator wall broke 
out, striking one scientist in the head and knocking him out. Barney 
reached for his radio. 

><br>"This is Calhoun, what the hell is going on?!!!" 

><br>"Cal .. there ' s . *bang* . go to the .. surf ace .. must .. *bang* . argh ! " The 
radio cut out again. 

><br>Barney looked up again to see a train career off the tracks and 
smash into the wall. Before he could react there was a terrifying 
snapping sound and the elevator screamed down the shaft. Barney knew 
the cable had broken, and these old elevators had no emergency locks. 
He braced himself for death, screaming into his radio. 

><br>"This is Calhoun, if anyone can hear me I'm in Sector G access 
elevator, we're going down, I say again, we're GOING DOWN!" 



><br>The elevator smacked into the ground, flinging Barney up into 
the top of the elevator, and then back onto the metallic floor. He 
blacked out. 


><br> 


><br>In the control room, Travers had heard Barney's message and was 
crouched behind his desk. His weapon lay empty, the lights flickering 
on and off. He whispered into his own radio. 

><br>"Calhoun, we'll get someone down" 

><br>He then clicked on the universal band. 

><br>"All units get to Area Nine Security, pinned down by." 

><br>Travers paused, a dark shadow passing over him followed by a 
growling noise. He dropped the radio and screamed. The noise of his 
screaming and the spattering of his blood echoed down the empty 
security corridors. No- one could save him now, and no-one would be 
coming to help Barney. The nightmare had begun. 


End 
f ile . 



